Only perchance beasts sin not; wretched we

Are beasts in all but white Integrity.

I think if men, which in these places live.

Durst look in themselves, and themselves retrieve.

They would, like strangers, greet themselves, seeing then

Utopian youth grown old Italian.

Be then thine own home, and in thyself dwell;

Inn any where ; continuance maketh hell;

And seeing the snail, which every- where doth roam,

Carning his own house still, still is at home,

Follow (for he is easy pac'd) this snail;

Be thine own palace, or the world's thy gaol:

And in the world's sea do not, like cork, sleep

Upon the water's face, nor in the deep

Sink like a lead without a line; but as

Fishes glide, leaving no print where they pass,

Nor making sound, so closely thy course go;

Let men dispute whether thou breathe or no;

Only in this be no Galenist To make

Courts, hot ambitions wholesome, do not take

A dram of country's dulncss; do not add

Correctives, but as chemics purge the bad.

But, Sir, I advise not you; I rather do

Say o'er these lessons which I learn'd of you,
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